THE TRAVELLER'S-EYE VIEW

I

COULD give many excellent reasons for my
dislike of large dinner-parties, soirees^ crushes.,
routs, conversazioni and balls. Life is not long
enough and they waste precious time 5 the game
is not worth the candle. Casual social inter-
course is like dram-drinking, a mere stimulant
that whips the nerves but does not nourish. And
so on. These are respectable contentions and
all quite true. And they have certainly had
weight with me. But the final argument against
large assemblages and in favour of solitude and the
small intimate gathering has been, in my case, of
a more personal character. It has appealed5 not
to my reason, but my vanity. The fact is that
I do not shine in large assemblies; indeed, I
scarcely glimmer. And to be dim and conscious
of one's dimness is humiliating.

This incapacity to be bright in company is due
entirely to my excessive curiosity. I cannot
listen to what my interlocutor is saying or think
of anything to say in answer to him, because I
cannot help listening to the conversations being
carried on by everybody else within earshot. My
interlocutor, for example, is saying something
very intelligent about Henry James and is ob-